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» ash-hued face of napoleon and the faces of those around him. All eyes are
turned first to the sun, and thence to look for the dense masses of men that
iad occupied the upland the night before.
MURAT
I see them not.    The plateau seems deserted!
napoleon (exultantly)
Gone ; verily !—Ah, how much will you bid,
An hour hence, for the coign abandoned now!
The battle's ours.—It was, then, their rash march
Downwards to Tilnitz and the Goldbach swamps
Before dawn, that we heard.—No hurry, Lannes!
Enjoy this sun, that rests its chubby jowl
Upon the plain, and thrusts its bristling beard
Across the lowlands' fleecy counterpane,
Peering beneath our broadest hat-brims' shade. . . .
Soult, how long hence to win the Pratzen top ?
soult
Some twenty minutes or less, your Majesty :
Our troops down there, still mantled by the mist,
Are half upon the way.
napoleon
Good !    Set forthwith
Vandamme and Saint Hilaire to mount the slopes	
Firing begins in the marsh to the right by Tilnitz and the pools, though
the thick air yet hides the operations.
O, there you are, blind boozy Buxhovden !
Achieve your worst.    Davout will hold you firm.
The head of an aide-de-camp rises through the fog on that side, and he
hastens up to NAPOLEON and his companions, to whom the officer announces
what has happened. davout rides off, disappearing legs first into the
white stratum that covers the attack.
Lannes and Murat, you have concern enough
Here on the left, with Prince Bagration
And all the Austro-Russian cavalry.
Haste off.    The victory promising to-day
Will like a thunder-clap, conclude the war!
The Marshals with their aides gallop away towards their respective
divisions. Soon the two divisions under soult are seen ascending in close
column the inclines of the Pratzen height. Thereupon the heads of the

